LAST LULL IN ENGLAND

front in perpetual carnival. Riding horseback on the sands
with Peggy Ashcroft, who was taking her first important
part in Naemi, I was entitled to wonder if so much theatre in
life made the town best for our purpose of drama ; but we
were crowded as soon as we opened. Without following
the play's tour of the Northern cities, I went off to Malvern
where Sir Barry Jackson promised Shaw's The Apple Cart
for the opening of a dramatic festival. This was to be an
English summer in earnest.
Like Reinhardt at Leopoldskron, Barry Jackson had his
own country home near by ; and he brought to Malvern
the nucleus of a company and an administrative staff from
his repertory theatre in Birmingham. As the original pro-
ducer of Back to Methuselah he had a special association with
the work of Shaw, who repaid him with amiable perfidy by
giving the actual first production of The Apple Cart to a
theatre in Warsaw. But the first English performance was
important enough to bring to Malvern a trainload of
dramatic critics and to cram its decorous hotels with visitors,
among whom elderly spinsters propping their Shaw against
the coffee-pot at the breakfast-table were conspicuous.
The youth of Salzburg was decidedly lacking; but then
Malvern, comfortably spread on the slopes of rounded hills
above the garden of Worcestershire, has none but an educa-
tional connection with the young. Nor was it ever visited,
until Festival days, for any object of interest but the admir-
able stained gkss of the Priory. Below this church the
pump room and assembly hall, with the bandstand and
gardens laid out for miniature golf and croquet, completed,
with a typical provincial theatre and a movie house, the
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